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Trqylus and Crefsida. 



Before the belching Whale ; then is he yonder, 
And there the ftraying Greekes, ripe for his edge, 
Fall downe before him,like the mowers fwath ; 
Hcre,therc,and euery whcrc,hc leaues and takes • 
Dexteritie fo obaying appetite, 
That what he will,hedoes,and doesfo aiucb, 
That proofe is call'd impoftibiiity* 

Enter Vliffes. 

Vlif. Oh,couragc 3 coui age Princes: great AchtUcs 
Is arming, weeping,curfing,vowing vengeance; 
Patroclus wounds haue rouz'd his drow^ie bloud, 
Together with his mangled Myrmidons, 
That nofcIeffe,handIeffe,hackt and chipi,cotne to him ; 
Crying on Bettor. -^*hath loft a friend, 
Andfoamcs atmouth,and heisann'd,and ai it : 
-Roaring for Trojlns ; who bath done to day, 
.Mad and fantafticke execution ; 
Engaging and redeeming of himfelfe. 
With fuch a careleffc force,and forccleiTe tare, 
As if that luck in very fpight of cunning^ad him win all. 
Enter Aiax. 

Ai*. Troylus,iho\i coward Trojlus. Exit . 

Die. I,there,there. 

Nefi. So>fo,wc draw together. Sxil. 

Enter A chides. 
AchiL Where is this Heller} 
Come,come,thouboy-queller,(hew thy face : 
Know what it is tomeete Achilles angry. 
Hector ,whet's Heftsr} I will none bniHellor. Exit. 
Enter Atax. 

jii<t, Troybtsjbon coward T roylusfazv* thy head. ~ 

Enter Diomed. 
Dtcm. Troylus, I fay, wher's Trejlm ? 
At*. What would'ft thou? 
Diem. I would correct him, 
jj&ti Werel theGencrall, 
Thou (hould'ft haue my office, 
Ere that correftion : Treylus 1 fay, what Treylus ? 
Enter Troy lus. 
Trey,, Oh traitourD iomed \ 
Turne thy falfe face thou traytor, 
And pay thy life ihou oweft me for my horfe. 
Die. Ha,arc thoi] there? 
At*. Ilcfight with hiroalone 5 ftand Diomed. 
Bio. Hris my prize, t will not looke vpon. 
Trey. Come both you coging Greekes, haue at you 
hoil). ExitTrojlus, 
Enter Heltor. 

Hell. Yc*Troyf#s> O well fought myyongeft Brother. 
Eater Achilles. * 

AehiL Now doe I fee thee ; haue at thee HeBor. 

Hell. P3ufc if thou wilt, 

Achil 1 doe difciaine thy ctirtefie,proud Prolan ; 
Be happy that my armes are out of vfe : 
My reft and negligence befriends thee now, 
But thou tfronlhait heare of me againe : 
T'll when 3 goe feeke thy fortune. 

Hell. Fare thee well : 
I would haue beene much more a frefher man, 
Had I espied thee : how now my Brother ? 
. Enter Trey his. 

Troy. A 'uix hath rane <t^E^as\ (hall it be? 
No,by the flame of yonder glorious heaucn, 
He (hall not carry him :Ile betane too, 
Or bring him off; Fate heare me what I fay ; 


Exit. 



I wrcake nor, though thou end my ltfeTo^aT 
Enter one in +4rmour. ' f 

Hell. Stand,ftand,thou Greeke, 
Thou art a goodly marke x 
No? wilt thou not i I like thy armour welt 
lie frufti it, and vnlockc the riuets all, 
But He be maifter of it : wilt thou notbeaft a k'j 
Why then fiye on,He hunt thee for thy hide 
Enter Achilles with Myrmidons, 

AchiL Come here about me you my ]*/ rr , 
Marke what I fay ; attend me where I wheclc * : 
Strike not a ftroake, but keepe your fel ucs j n I 
And when I haue the bloudy HeBor found ' 
Empale him with your weapons round about • 
In felleft manrfer execute your arme. 
Follow me firs, and my proceedings eye; 
It is decreed,//* ttor the great muft dye/ 

Enter. Tberfttes.Memlam^and Pari 

Ther. The Cuckold and the Cuckold maker are 
now bull, now dogge, lowe ; Paris lowe 5 nawnv I * 
ble hen'd fparrow; iowcP^lowe; the bull Lc°u" 
game : ware homes ho? 

Exit V oris MdMemLu* 
Enter baftard. W% 

Baft. Turne flauc and fight 

Tber. What art thouf 

Baft. A Baftard Sonne of Prrams. 

Tber. I am aBaftnrd too, Iloue Baftards, U m aB 
flard begot, Baftard inftruacd.Baftard in mindc, Baftard 
in valour,in euery thing illegitimate : one BeareWlnoi 
bite another, and wherefore (hould one Baftard? take 
hccde,thc quarters molt ominous to vs : if the Sonne of! 
whore fight for a whore, he tempts judgement :farcw c ; 
Baftard. 

• Haft. Thcdiuell take theecoworrl. i xm 
Enter Hetlor* 

Hell. Moft putrified core fo faire without : 
Thy goodly armour thus hath coft thy life. 
Now is my daies worke done; He take good breath; 
Reft Sword, thou haft: thy fill ofbloud and death. 
Enter Achilles and his Myrmidons. 

AchiL Looke HeUor how the Simrie begins tofct; 
How vgly night comes breathing at his heeles, 
Euen with the vaile and c/ark'ing of the Sunne. 
To clofc ;he day vp, HeSlorsVdc is done, 

HeSi % I am vnarm'd, forgoe this vantage Greek, 

AchiL Strike fcllowes.firike^hisis themanlfeeie. 
So Ilium fall chou : now Troy finke downe ; 
Here lyes thy heart,thy finewes, and thy bone. 
On Afyrmid&ns, ay you all a mainc, 
Achilles hath the mighty Hdlor Cams. 7$m* 
Harke, a retreat vpon our Grecian part. 

Cree. The Troi3n Trumpets founds thelikemy Lord. 

Achu The dragon wing of night ore-fpreds the earth 
And ftickler-like the Armies fcperates 
My halfc fupt Sword,that frankly would haue fed, 
Pleas'd with this dainty bed ; thus goes to bed. 
Come, tye his body to my horfes rayle ; 
Along the field,I will the Troian trailer E xm 
Sound Retreat. Shout. 

Enter Agamentnen^ Aiax, 

D Homed \ and the reft marching. 


Ag*. Harke,harke,what flaotit is'that ? 
Nefi. Peace Drums, 
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Soil AchiHcs y Achillcs % Hellor\{[ime % Achitles. 
Dio. The bruite is, Heller's flaine,and by Achilles. 
4i4. If il be fo,yet braglclTc let it be : 

Great Httt° r was a man a$ %° 0 ^ a$ nc - 

JffAm. March patiently along ; let one be fent 
To P ra X -Achilles fee ys at our Tent, 
if in his death the gods haue vs befrended, 
Great Troy is ours,and our fliarpe wars are ended. 

Sxcnnt. 

Enter c£neas . Paris , A nthener and Deiphabns . 

j£ ne . Stand hoe,yet are we maiftcrs of the field, 
Njeucr goc home ; here ftarue we out the night . 
Enter Trojlsu m 

froy* HcBerU flaine. 

Jl fJetter* the gods forbid. 

ffoy, Hee's dead : and at the murthercrs Horfes taile, 
InbcafHy forc.drag'd through the lhamcfull Field I 
frownc on you heauens, efteel your rage with fpeede : 
jit gods vpon your throanes,and fmile at Troy. 
I Uy atoncc,let your briefc plagues be mercy, 
And linger not our fure deftruclions on. 

Jine. My Lord, you doe difcomfort all the Hoile. 

Troy. You vnderftand me not,that tell me fo : 
I doe not fpcake of fli ght 7 of fearc,of death, 
But dare allimminencc that gods and men, 
Addrcfle their dangers in. Hellor is gone : 
Who (hall tell Priam fo ? or Hecuba* 
Let him that will a fcreechoule aye be call'd, 
GoeintoTroy, and fay thcre,#<?#*r's deads 
There is a word will Priam turne to ftone; 
Make weU,and Niebes of the maides and wiuei f 
Coole ftatuei of the youth : and in a word, 
Scarre Troy oat of it fclfe. But march away a 
0or is dead s there if no more to fay. 


Stay yet. 9 you vile abhominable Tents, 

Thus proudly pighc vpon our Phrygian plaines : 

Let Titan rife as early as he dare, 

He througb,and through you;& thou great fiz'd coward 
Nofpace of Earth (hall funder our two hates, 
He haunt thee, like a wicked conference ftill, 
That mouldeth goblins fwift as frenfks thoughts* 
Strike a free march to Troy, with comfort goe: 
Hopeofreucnge,ftiall hideout inward woe. 
Enter Pandarus. 
Tand. But he3reyou ? heare you? 
Troy. Hence broker, lackie,ignomy,and fliame 
Purfue thy lifc,and Hue aye with thy name. Exemt. 

Pan a A goodly medcineifor mine akingboneiroh world, 
world,wor!d ! thus is the poore agent difpifdc: Ohtrai- 
tours and bawdes ; how earnefily arcyou fet aworke,and 
how ill requited ? why fhonld our indcuour be fo defir'd, 
and the performance foloath'd? What Vcrfiifor it? what 
inftance for it ? let me fee. 
Full merrily the humble Bee doth fing, 
Till he hath loft his hony,and his fting. 
And being once fubdu*d in armed taile, 
S wecte hony,and fweete notes together faile. 
Good tradcrsintheflefh,fct this in your painted cloathes* 
As many as be here of Panders hall, 
Your eyes halfe out, weepe out at Pandar's fall • 
Or if you cannot wcepe^yet giue fome groncsj 
Though not for me.yet for your akingbones : 
Brethren and fiflers of the hold-dore trade, 
Some two months hence,my will fhall here be made : 
It (hould be no w,but that my fearc is this : 
Some galled Goofc of Winchcfter would hifle ; 
Till then> lie fweate, and feckc about for eafe$ • 
And at that time bequeath you my difcafes. Exeunt 
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